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sities, but they lack the wisdom of the peasant in the
desert who has more wisdom than you or I because he
lives close to starvation and death/1

The light was fading over the flat, smooth desert when
I walked away from the Arab Legion outpost at Jafer
towards the ruined fortress of Auda, the tall, passionate
leader of the Howeitat tribe in the Arab Revolt. I was
thinking of this dead warrior as I stepped through the
crumbling gateway to the fortress in the dim, blue light.
Suddenly a tall, strong figure in a flowing burnous stood
before me. I stared fascinated at the fierce black beard,
the large, eloquent eyes, and the powerfully hooked
nose. It was Auda to the life. The man spoke.

" What do you wish here? "

I stammered some explanation.

"You have heard of Auda Abu Tayih? I am his
son. I am Mohammed Pasha, the son of Auda Abu
Tayih/1

He led me up a flight of worn steps in the corner
tower and out on to the rampart. He pointed across the
' darkness of the desert.

"My home is yonder," he said, "far beyond the
hills. I would be honoured if you would visit my
home."

I thanked him, and we parted.

After the evening meal in the Legion fort, the
warriors produced grubby exercise books for Glubb's
approval. He examined each book at length and dis-
cussed its contents with the bearded pupil. Then he
turned to me.